^Kduchadoe 

©one but this. 

Mar I like the new tire within excelently/if thehairewerea 
thought brownenand your gown s a mcft rare fafhion vfauh 
Ifaw ihe Dutchefleof Millatoes govvne that they praifefo. 

Hero O that excecdesrhey fay. 

. Margi By mr troths but a night-gown it refpeft of yours 
doth a gold and cuts , and lac d with filuer, fet with pearlcs) 
downefkeuesJide llccues>and skirts,round vnderborne with 
a blewifh tinfell, but for a fine, queim graceful and excekmfa* 
ftion.yours is worth ten on t* | 

Hero God giue me ioy to vycafe it, for rny heart is exceed- 
ing heauy.- v 

Cfrtarg. Twill be heauier foone by the weight of a 
man. 

Hero Fie vpon thee,art not afliaracd? . • 

Marg* Qf what !ady?of (peaking honourably ^isnofcjnarri- 
age honourable in a beggar ? is not your Lord honouraW 
without managed thinke you would haue me fay ,(auing your 
reuerencc a husband : & bad thinking do not wrefl Crucfpca- 
kingjle offend no body, is there any harm in the heauier* jfora 
Jiusband? none I thinke y and it be the righjt hu&an'djancl.thc 
right wife.othcrvvife tis light and not heauypskc my lady Bea- 
trice els,*here fhexomes*; 

£nter Beatrice, 

Hero . Good morrow coze. 

Beat. Gopd morrow fweete Hero. 

Hero Why hew flowed*) you fpeake m the.fickc tune? 
- yBedti flamojUtofa!Jpthertune,qf]ethinkes. 

Mar Clap s into Light a loue,(that goes without a burden;) 
i!o von fine it % and tie daunce it. 

'Beat. Ye Light aloue wjtbycmrfa^ 
haue ftables enough youle fee he fliall lackc no bri nes. 

Mar^ , O lUcgi lunate con fixuclion j I fcorae that withmy 
heeies. 

Be At. Tis almoft fine a clockecofin, tts titne you were rea* 
'dy,bv my troth I am exceeding il!,hey ho. 
Man For a haukc>a hwd&px a husbajuii 
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about Nothing. 


Vcau Forthelettcrtliatbeginsthenial^H. 
:Um Wei, Mi you be Hottufiidfr'Turke, there* no more 
faylingbytheftarre. 
'Beat. 'whatmeanes the foole trow? 
Mar. Nothing I, but God fend cucty one their hearts de. 

^Hero Thefe gloues the Co.un.te fent me,thcy are an ckfefe 
lent perfume. . . i 

Beat, Iamftuftcofinjcannotfmcll. 

Mar. - A maidc and ftuft-l theres goodly catching of 

^t'eat. OGod helptoejGod help me, how long hau* you 
profeft nppr^chenfion? ' 

Mar. Euer fince youleftit, doth not my wit become me 

rarely? , ; 

"Beat. Itisnotfeeneenough,youflhould wearc it in your 

cap,by my troth I am fickc% 

CMar. Getyou fomcidf this diffilfd cafdum benedt8m t 
4nd lay it to your heart,itis theonely thing for a qualme. 

Hero There thou prickft her with a thiflel. 

Beat.Sencdt&xs^xhy benedittmlyoM haue fome moral in this 
bened'Mns* 

C&far. Mora1l?no by my troth. I haue no morall meaning, 
x meant plaine holy thiflel, you may thinke perchaunce that I 
think you are in ioue,nay birlady I am not fuch a foole to thinlc 
what I Iu'bnor I lift not to thinke what I can, nor indeed I can 
not think, if I would thinke my heart out of thinking,that you 
are in loue , or that you will be in loue , or that you can be in 
louetyet Benedicke w r as fuch another~and now is he become a 
man Jiefwore he would neuer marry, and yet now -hi difpight 
of his heart he eates his mcate without grudging, a§d how you 
maybe conuerted I know not, but nic thinkes you looke with 
your eies as other women do. 
Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keepes? 

Not a falfe gallop* " ? £>ncr Vrfaia. 

VrfuU Madame'witbdraw^the prince, the Count,hgnior 
Benedicke, Don John, *-nd%iUiie gallants t>fthetovvne are 
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